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must be behind me somewhere. And then I thought I
caught a glimpse qf the white cliffs to the south of it
away behind me on the right. I turned therefore slightly
north and pushed on over the brow of the hills into
the darkening plain beyond, where the lights of lonely
Bedouin camp fires were beginning to twinkle. I tried
to search the contour of the distant hills by the Dead
Sea to give me a sense of direction, but I could not
make out much. I realized that night was coming on
so quickly that if I did not pick up Ziza in about five
minutes I should have to make the best of it and land
somewhere out on the plain for the night, before it got
completely dark. Being sure Ziza was to the north, I
flew up northwards and was much relieve4 to pick up
the little Nissen hut on the edge of the landing ground.
When I landed there was no sign of Burnett over the
dim line of hills. I began to get very worried about him.
They had had a message from him saying he was passing
Kasr Kharana. I got the officer from Amman to light a
petrol beacon, and for about an hour I walked up and
down in the gathering shadows wondering what had
happened to Burnett. At last we got a message from
Burnett to say he had forced-landed O.K. about 10 miles
west of Kasr Kharana and was short of oil, I knew his
port engine was throwing out a fearful lot of oil, because
at L.G. D his fitter had transferred some of the oil out of
the starboard into the port tank, which was short. Later,
apparently both engines suddenly lost revolutions and
Burnett simply shut off and landed where he was. He
said it was possible to land in quite a number of places
on the gentle eastern slopes pf the Jebel Mugher, which
I was rather pleased to hear, for I had the idea that the
nature of the ground was, on the whole, very bad.